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I did not recognise him at first. He had not
his sacks nor his long hair nor his fine spirited
bearing. At last I remembered his smile.
" Hullo ! Rahamat, when did you come ? " I said.
"Yesterday I came out of jail," he answered.
I told him I was very busy and that he had
better go. Then he said as he stood and shuffled
by the door:
" May I not see the child once more ?"
But this was not to be, and with a dumb
troubled look the man went away. He returned,
however, and coming near, said :
" I have brought these grapes and almonds and
raisins for the child. Give them to her from me,
I pray? No, you must not pay me for them.
Just as you have a daughter, so have I one at
home ; and it is in remembrance of her little face
that I bring some fruit for your child. I do not
come to sell it . . ."
Saying this he thrust his hand into the folds of
his loose ample cloak and brought out a piece of
dirty paper from somewhere near his breast. With
great care he opened the folds and spread it out
upon my table.
I saw an imprint of a tiny palm upon the paper,
a simple mark got by smearing the hand in lamp-
black. With this strange token of the child placed
in his bosom Rahamat had come to sell fruit in
Calcutta streets, as if the touch of the child's hand